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churchman, &,nd there is an end of it. I cannot go this
Ftfternoon. I do not approve of the whole thing. It is
altogether against my conscience. What I mean to do, i*
I can manage it, is to take a real long walk with the Cam-
pians.'

Mrs. Campian appeared at luncheon. The Bishop was
attentive to her; even cordial. He was resolved she
should not feel he was annoyed by her not having been a
member of his congregation in the morning. Lady Cori-
sande- too had said to him, 'I wish so much you would
talk to Mrs. Campian ; she is a sweet, noble creature, and
so clever ! I feel that she might be brought to view things
in the right light.'

41 never know/ said the Bishop, ' how to deal with these
American ladies. I never can make out what they belie\ e,
or what they disbelieve. It is a sort of confusion between
Mrs. Beecher Stowe and the Fifth Avenue congregation
and Barnum,' he added with a twinkling eye.

The second service was late; the Dean preached. The
lateness of the hour permitted the Lord Lieutenant and
those guests who had arrived only the previous day to look
over the castle, or ramble about the gardens. St. Aide--
gonde succeeded in his scheme of a real long walk with the
Campians, which Lothair, bound to listen to the head of
his college, was not permitted to share.

In the evening Signer Mardoni, who had ai*rived, and
Madame Isola Bella favoured them with what they called
sacred music ; principally prayers from operas and a grand
Stabat Mater.

Lord Culloden invited Lothair into a further saloon,
where they might spe.ak without disturbing the performers
or the audience.

1 I'll just take advantage, my dear boy,' said Lord Cullo-
den, in a tone of unusual tenderness, and of Doric accent,
'of the absence of -these gentlemen to have a little quiet